
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

BREAKOUT 

# 

The breakout happened at evening meal.  

Like a well-rehearsed dance, Dawn lined up with her girls 

next to the ghetto fence that evening just as she had a 

thousand times before. They carried bowls in their hands and 

kept their eyes downcast. They kept their knives concealed 

away in the folds of their duds where no amount of frisking 

would find them. 

They were all volunteers, of course. Every one hand-

picked by Dawn and coached specially for this moment. They all 

knew the risks involved in being the first to break out. 

The air in the bunks was electric that night. Everywhere 

there were the same shouts of encouragement, the same friendly 

pats on the back and silent, steely-eyed nods. The inner 

ghetto fence was a wall of bodies – more than Dawn had ever 

seen in one place before – all staring out at the foyer beyond 

in grim determination. They all knew what was going to happen 

tonight. The air buzzed with anticipation. 

Five guards were all that stood between Dawn and freedom. 

Five guards – she would have laughed if she weren’t so busy 

keeping her expression in check. Ulysses Day meant ship-wide 

celebration and skeleton crews for every department. 

The guards watching over the bunks tonight all had the 

same grudging, ill-tempered look of men who had drawn the 

short straw to be pulling this shift. To a man they were weak, 



sullen-looking specimens, most of them more than halfway 

drunk. Three of them were little more than boys with not a 

single hair between them. The other two were old and greying. 

They’d soon be fertilising a field even without Dawn’s help. 

She didn’t recognise any of them. 

“Easy pickings tonight,” Mona whispered. “Couldn’t’a 

wished fer better.” 

“Aye, jus’ don’t ge’ cocky,” Dawn warned her. Quickly she 

divvied out the targets among her girls. Each was to stand in 

position and wait for her signal she said. No show-boating. No 

time wasted on making the uniforms suffer, no matter how much 

they might want to do it. They were to get out there and make 

quick, clean kills. Only after it was done were they to come 

back and break the rest out. “An’ remember,” she stressed. “If 

one o’us falls, don’t stop t’elp. Once we’re through that 

there fence, ah lives’re meaningless.” 

“Appen they always were,” Tess murmured. The others 

simply nodded. 

The spooks were getting restless. A crush of bodies stood 

next to the fence rattling it with their fists, craning their 

necks to see what was happening. They threw rude gestures and 

curses at the guards. One girl even went so far as to clamber 

up the side of the inner fence and throw an empty bottle at 

the foyer beyond. The bottle missed hitting the guards, thank 

God, or it might have ruined the whole plan. The guard 

responded by firing a warning shot over the girl’s head and 



shouting, “Get down from there!” The girl hopping down from 

the fence laughing.  

“Yer gonna fuckin’ burn, uniform!” she screamed. 

Other voices echoed her sentiments. Angry shouting. Calls 

to Dawn to, “Get on with it!” and “Fuck ‘em up!” 

Dawn sighed. In the whole bunks, it seemed her girls were 

the only ones who really understood the importance of what was 

happening here. Mona, Tess, Softfoot… each one was a girl Dawn 

had come to count on. They were her girls, her toughs – the 

ones she had won from Charity’s old block through sheer guile 

and wits alone. Now was the time to put her faith in them. 

“Appen we need t’move quick like,” Tess said as she cast 

a fearful glance around herself. “This lot’re gonna give game 

away if we ent careful like.” 

“Appen distraction’ll be good fer us,” Mona offered. 

“Aye,” said Dawn. “There’s nought we can do about’em 

anyway. Best just stay focussed on ourselves.” 

The guards were clearly unhappy about the situation. Dawn 

watched as they huddled together among themselves, casting 

fearful glances at the bunks as they gestured towards the food 

carts. It was obvious from the way they were talking that most 

didn’t much like the idea of going through with evening meal.  

Fair play to them too. Uniforms might be as stupid as 

they were arrogant but they weren’t suicidal. They recognised 

an angry mob when they saw one. 

Still, what could Dawn do? Send the crowd away? Forbid 

them from being here and watching on the most important day in 



their lives? She needed the crowd to be here. She needed their 

energy and their anger if this breakout was to have any chance 

for success. 

So it was she could do nothing but watch and pray as one 

of the guards – an older looking one – went off to make a call 

to his superiors. He spoke for a few minutes over the wireless 

then came back to the others shaking his head. He looked like 

he couldn’t believe what he’d just been told. The others just 

looked pissed off. 

“You lot!” the guard said as he advanced towards Dawn and 

the others. “Your friends here are acting right antsy 

tonight.” 

“Sorry m’Lord,” Dawn murmured, eyes to the floor and her 

expression blank like a good little slave. “They’re jus’ 

celebratin’ is all. Ulysses Day an’ that.” 

“Hmm. You’re not going cause trouble now are you?” 

“No m’Lord,” Dawn replied. “’M just ‘ungry is all.” 

“Yer friends ‘ere are bein’ right antsy tonight.” 

The guard stared at her for a moment through eyes slitted 

with suspicion. Then, grudgingly, he stepped back from the 

fence and pulled the lever to open the inner gate and allow 

her through. “Two of you only,” he ordered. “Quick now. This 

is gonna take all night as it is.” 

Two of them… Like this wasn’t going to be hard enough 

already. There might only have been five guards on duty that 

night but uniforms were uniforms. Every one of them was well-

fed and well-armed with years of training behind them. She 



would be lucky to take them all down even with all her girls 

behind her. Now it was going to be almost impossible. 

Still, this was no time to second guess herself. She’d 

come this far now. If she even tried to back out the crowd 

would tear her apart. “Mona with me,” she said, thinking 

quickly. Wits and speed were what she needed right now. It was 

her only chance for success. 

Together, she and Mona they stepped through the inner 

gate which the guard slid shut behind them. Then, with the 

painful squeal of unoiled metal grinding against metal, he 

opened the outer gate and Dawn found herself out on the other 

side.  

Five sets of eyes stepped forward to greet her. She was 

turned around and frisked, her bunk number taken down and her 

bowl looked over for signs of tampering. 

Then the guards were shoving them away, herding them off 

in the direction of the nearby food carts, bowls leading the 

way before them. “Alright, next two through you come,” the 

guard called out and Dawn heard the gate open once more behind 

her.  

The guard on food service tonight was another old one. 

“No funny business now,” he grumbled as he snatched the bowl 

from Dawn’s hand and started spooning soup into it.  

“No m’lord,” Dawn returned.  

She and Mona exchanged a look. 

This was it now; no turning back. Dawn tried not to think 

about all the people who were standing behind the fence right 



now watching her every move. She tried not to think about what 

a single slip up at this stage might mean for them. She tried 

not to think about the other capos who were counting on her to 

succeed or about what it would mean for her if she somehow got 

out of this alive. 

Words like escape and freedom were meaningless to her 

now. All that mattered was the guard standing in front of her, 

all grey hair and pale, sagging skin. His uniform was creased, 

she noticed. The gun at his hip looked as though it had never 

been used. 

A younger guard stood to Dawn’s side, ready to shepherd 

her back to the bunks once her soup had been served. His gun 

had a fresh look to it. The way he was staring at Dawn, you’d 

have sworn it was she who was guarding him and not the other 

way round. Clearly a rookie well out of his depth. 

Dawn could use that. 

She waited until the guard in front of her was looking 

away, his attention on the bowl in his hand as he continued to 

ladle soup over its side. She waited for the sound of the 

outer gate sliding shut behind her, as two more of Dawn’s 

girls entered the foyer. She waited for the guard at her side 

to glance in that direction – just for a second. 

Then she pounced. Dawn grabbed the sides of the food cart 

and hurdled over it, slamming into the uniform on the other 

side and bringing him down to the deck in a rain of soup and 

clattering dishes. 



A gunshot went off behind her. There was the sound of 

someone screaming out in pain. The soup-serving guard tried to 

wrestle Dawn off him but he’d barely had time to draw a breath 

before Dawn was already whipping her knife out from under her 

duds and burying it into his neck.  

She rolled away instantly, ducking around the side of the 

food cart just in time to see Softfoot throw one of the guards 

to the ground, his neck clearly broken. 

Of the guards that remained, one made a break for the 

alarms only to be brought down by a well-aimed throwing knife 

from Tess. Another lay dead next to Dawn – Mona’s knife 

sticking out his chest, his brand-new gun never even so much 

as drawn from its holster. 

That left only one, the one who had fired off the two gun 

shots. Both had been aimed at Mona and both had apparently hit 

their mark. He stood over her freshly killed body now, staring 

down at it wide-eyed and terrified. He was one of the young 

ones, clearly well out of his depth. There was a wireless in 

his hands that he was struggling to operate. He looked on the 

verge of tears. 

It was almost pathetic how easy it was to sneak up behind 

him and run a knife across his throat. He died looking almost 

relieved. 

The whole thing had taken a matter of seconds. Just like 

that, all five guards were dead and the bunks were finally 

Dawn’s. 



Cheering rose up in a wave of gratitude. The bunks had 

been loud before but now it was like being at the dawn of 

creation itself. 

Everywhere Dawn looked there were waving arms and shouts 

of triumph, eyes shining bright with gratitude, the air alive 

with success. 

Dawn took her girls into her arms and hugged them both, 

grinning. Tess was crying, she couldn’t believe it was over. 

Softfoot just looked confused. 

“Y’did good Mona,” Dawn said to the body lying at her 

feet. The guard had taken her once in the shoulder and again 

near the heart kidney. Good shooting for such an inexperienced 

guy and yet she’d still somehow managed to bring down one of 

the uniforms and, in doing so, saved all their lives. 

She would have to make time to remember that later. “You 

should be proud.” 

She stood, wiping her knife clean against her duds. She 

nodded towards the ghetto fence. “Let’s bring that fuckin’ 

thing down.” 

It was easier said than done. The ghetto fence might have 

been centuries old but it was a well-built thing of steel and 

barbed wire. It didn’t fall easily. 

The collapse started at the corners, links popping open 

like the buttons on a fat man’s uniform, the crowds heaving 

from the other side. Then, almost in slow motion, the whole 

thing seemed to fold over on itself. Chain-linked metal fell 

to the deckplate in a cacophony of sound. 



People rushed cheering into the space behind it. For the 

first time in as long as anyone could remember, there was 

nothing separating the bunks from the foyer beyond. They 

surged into that space shouting their joy to the ceiling. Some 

kicked at the uniforms lying dead on the ground. Others rushed 

straight over to the food carts, which quickly became a crush 

of people all of its very own as they fought to drain it of 

soup.  

Others went on a kind of anarchic rampage. They smashed 

in the bulkheads and destroyed anything even remotely 

electronic, seemingly just because they could. Most, however, 

had their eyes set on a far bigger prize. 

The double doors opened for them as easily as they did 

for the uniforms. With a loud crack and an answering cheer 

from the unspoken, those huge doors slid open and the people 

ran through, shouts on their lips and weapons in their hands.  

Free. Finally free.  

It was glorious. 

Dawn heard herself adding her own voice to the melee. 

“Go! Get ‘em!” 

Her laughter rang out loud and free. She felt alive in a 

way she never had before, giddy with triumph and the thrill of 

success. God, this must be how uniforms felt every single day! 

She and her girls managed to drag Mona’s body over to the 

side of the room where the crush wasn’t so bad. There they 

laid low until the worst had passed. 



“We did it!” said Tess breathlessly. “Never thought we’d 

manage.” 

“Mona’s dead,” Softfoot said sadly. 

“Aye,” said Dawn. “But we’ll avenge ‘er, no worries.” 

“Uniforms’ll fight back,” Tess observed. “They won’t all 

be as soft as that lot. Lot o’girls gonna die today.” 

“Lot o’girls die every day,” said Dawn. “Least this way 

they die free.” 

She jerked her head in the direction of the bunks they’d 

just came from and the rows of beds Dawn had called home for 

her entire life. They were all empty now, or as close to as 

made no difference. How many girls were out there now – free 

in the corridors thanks to her? Sure there were a few who had 

chosen to stay behind. She could see them now, hiding back 

there in the gloom, sad stragglers who stared out at that sea 

of departing bodies as though not realising what was 

happening.  

Most, however, had chosen to freedom. When history 

happened, they had chosen to have a place in it. Dawn couldn’t 

have asked for more. 

It was in that moment that the alarms finally started. 

They sounded strangely loud in that suddenly empty space. To 

Dawn it was the sweetest sound she had ever heard. 

Dawn nodded towards the bunks. “Come on,” she told her 

girls. “We’re expected.” 

They took the secret passageway to the meeting ground, 

skipping out through the back of the bunks where long ago 



someone had managed to carve a hole through the bulkhead 

without being spotted by uniforms. 

A welcoming committee was waiting for them on the other 

side. Nearly every capo of note had gathered in bunk seven 

alongside a handful of their closest toughs. The Mongrel was 

there, of course, Brent and Vanyan beside him. It was he who 

noticed Dawn’s arrival first and ushered her into the group. 

“They’re out,” Dawn told him by way of greeting. “Right 

on time as agreed.” 

“’Ow many?” one of the capos replied, a big guy with a 

puckered scar where his nose used to be who went by the name 

of Beauty. 

“All of ’em.” 

“No one suspected?” 

“Took ‘em at food lines,” she reported. “Only five 

guards. Easily dealt with.” 

Beauty nodded his head ponderously. “So it’s done,” he 

said. 

“It’s done,” the Mongrel agreed. Then, suddenly, he was 

laughing. 

They were all around Dawn in a flash, grins on their 

faces and congratulations on their lips. They slapped her on 

the back and told her how it had been the same for each and 

every one of them. Each passed her a tale more extraordinary 

than the last. One capo claimed to have brought down ten 

guards single-handed. Another capo claimed he had brought his 

whole ghetto fence somehow crashing down while the guards were 



still alive. “Fuckers never even saw it comin’!” he boasted, 

“Til there were ten thousan’ spooks rainin’ down on their 

fuckin’ ‘eads!”  

For each Capo, a tale of heroism. For each, a boast that 

everything had all gone so perfectly you’d have sworn it had 

been planned from the very beginning.  

“It’s like they wanted us t’get out or some’in’!” 

The Mongrel jabbed a thumb in the direction of the alarms 

and grinned a smile full of rotten teeth. “Listen t’that,” he 

sighed. “Every time I ‘ear it I swear that’s a ‘undred fuckin’ 

more uniforms dead.” 

Brent found Dawn in the midst of the crush, grinning just 

as wildly as all the others. His mood was infectious; Dawn 

didn’t even try to push him away as he slipped his arm around 

her and kissed her full on the lips. 

“You ready?” he asked her.  

“Where we going?”  

“Out o’course! We bought our freedom today. Now it’s time 

to collect our reward.” 

She laughed. “Why, ‘ent freedom enough?” 

“Not even close,” Brent replied with a laugh. “It’s all 

pre-arranged, yer’ll see. This ‘ere’s just the beginning fer 

us.” 

Something about the way he said that didn’t ring true 

with Dawn. The smile faded from her face. “Wha’d’ye mean?” she 

demanded. 



“It’s OK!” Brent insisted. “Y’did good Dawn today, Dawn! 

Listen t’them capos! Anyone’d think you’d been born one o’em 

t’ear ‘em talkin’ about you. But now it’s time fer me to do my 

job, OK? Trust me.” 

Trust me. “That were what Abi said an’all.” 

Brent’s only response to that was a brief scowl, but 

Vanyan was there to said, “Aye but appen Brent ain’t ‘is 

sister,” and Dawn could do little to argue against that. 

Well, whatever. She’d seen this plan through this far 

already. Might as well find out where it all ended. “Fine,” 

she said. “I’m ready. Show me what ‘appens next.” 

# 

For Stuart, it all happened in an eye blink. 

A flash of data – a single pulse of pain behind the eyes 

– and he saw everything. The unspoken breaking out. The 

general alarm being sounded. The Command Centre panicking as 

they sent off the order to close the diaphragms and then 

stared in shock at their instruments when two thirds of them 

failed to respond. 

Through security feeds, Stuart was given a blow-by-blow 

account as check point after check point fell to the 

onslaught. An unstoppable flood of humanity, he heard. It’s 

like some sort of biblical plague! 

The wireless chatter was filled with terrified civilians 

screaming for rescue and even more terrified nobles trying to 

find out what exactly was going on.  



It was like witnessing the end of times. Like seeing the 

destruction of the Earth itself brought to life in real time. 

Anything not tied down to a bulkhead was lifted, thrown, 

kicked over and destroyed. Panels were torn off the walls just 

because they were there. Terminals were smashed and civilians 

trampled. The death count quickly clicked over into double 

then triple figures. Lights failed, wall panels overloaded. 

That crush of people actually rejoiced at the destruction. 

I don’t understand, the voice said over and over from the 

back of Stuart’s mind as it continued to pour data through his 

pounding head. Why would they damage the ship like this? 

Because they don’t care, Stuart explained. He tried not 

to think about how his family were probably down there among 

the chaos even now. This was going to end badly for everyone. 

You have to stop them Stuart Leighton. 

How? 

You’re the only one who can. 

Through the 3D view afforded by the dome he was shown a 

stark picture of the breakout. He saw the unspoken surging 

down the corridors, weapons in hands. He saw the few guards on 

duty being overwhelmed by the onslaught. He saw the nobles 

trapped in the room below him, every one of them finally 

silent as they allowed themselves to be meekly herded off to 

safety. “This way,” the security officers whispered to them as 

though speaking to children. “To the Western wing. You will be 

safe there. We will lock the doors and cut the whole area off 

from the rest of the ship. The best security officers on the 



Ulysses are right here in this room. You will all be safe from 

harm. Yes, and your families too.”  

For once those nobles were too frightened to complain. 

Commander Nathan Hathaway had apparently taken it upon 

himself to co-ordinate the evacuation effort. With a speed and 

efficiency that surprised Stuart, he dispatched officers to 

various places around the ship. He ordered his elites to make 

a last ditch stand against the rioting unspoken, guessing 

(correctly, to Stuart’s surprise) that their momentum would 

take them all the way to the agricultural district where they 

would likely find themselves bottlenecked. 

Apparently the man was more competent in his job than 

Stuart had ever given him credit for as he ordered the nobles 

to safety and then led the Captain and his newly betrothed 

unspoken fiancée off to one of the private rooms nearby to be 

guarded by him personally.  

“Stay near me, my Lord,” he commanded, exuding confidence 

from every pour. “I will look after you, never fear.” The 

Captain was too shocked to argue. 

All of this happened in just a matter of moments but it 

left Stuart reeling. “What a fucking mess…” he breathed. 

You must do something to stop this Stuart Leighton. 

“This is a disaster,” his captor said. She knelt next to 

the dome as she had ever since the first alarm sounded, her 

face pale with shock as her fingers darted across the dome’s 

smooth surface. Room after room leapt up underneath her touch. 

Everywhere the same scenes of terror. Everywhere the alarms. 



“What’s going on down there?” 

“It’s a full break out,” Stuart explained, translating 

the data as it came thudding into his head. “First of its kind 

in centuries.” 

“Like the Geller Riots?” 

“This is worse than the Geller Riots,” Stuart said. 

She didn’t ask him how he knew such a thing.  

“We have to do something!” 

The voice agreed. Only you can stop this, Stuart 

Leighton. 

But how?  

He remembered how during his journey through the 

maintenance tunnels the voice had somehow managed to open some 

of the hatches for him to help him escape pursuit. His 

connection with the ship had been a nebulous thing back then 

but it had still been able to help. Could it do the same thing 

now? 

No, the voice said, reading his thoughts. The signal is 

too weak to send a command from here. The Command Centre has 

already sent the order to close the diaphragms three times. 

The command failed. The diaphragms must be broken. 

Or manually deactivated, Stuart added. If that’s the 

case, could they still be closed? 

Yes, the voice replied with another flash of data. The 

diaphragms can be closed either by direct order from the 

Command Centre or by manually turning the release valve next 

to each one. Failing that, however, each is programmed to 



close automatically during an emergency such as a fire or 

sudden loss of air pressure. This part of their programming 

cannot be manually overridden. 

So we just need to convince the system there’s an 

emergency and the doors will automatically shut? Stuart 

thought. 

Yes. 

So do that, then! 

We cannot, the voice replied. The signal is too weak. It 

must be boosted. 

Meaning he needed to make this room to be operational 

again. Stuart groaned. It was all hopeless.  

“Why aren’t they enacting emergency protocols?” his 

captor demanded as she continued to stare down at the carnage 

below. “They should be closing the diaphragms! Pull all the 

guards back behind them and block the unspoken in their 

paths!” 

“They can’t,” Stuart told her wearily. His head throbbed 

with pain and the backs of his eyes felt as though they were 

on fire from all the data that had been pulsing through his 

head. He felt exhausted. “Command centre have sent three 

commands to close the diaphragms already. So far almost two 

thirds have failed to respond.” 

He realised he’d said too much a fraction of a second 

before his captor did.  



Stuart looked up to find her glaring at him, her face 

still and every muscle in her body tensed as though she were 

on the brink of a seizure. “How do you know that?” she asked.  

“I…” 

“What else do you know about this?”  

Shit. Stuart had been so focussed on trying to figure out 

what was happening he’d let his tongue get ahead of himself. 

“It’s just a guess,” he promised. “Speculation, that’s all.” 

She didn’t believe him. “Did you have something to do 

with this?” she demanded. She rose to her feet, her expression 

dark. Her hair was like a nest of angry black snakes coiling 

around her head. She pointed at the dome. “Is this somehow 

your doing?” 

“Of course not!” 

“Your family are in the bunks, aren’t they? Sister, 

brother, father… I should have seen this coming…” 

Now it was Stuart’s turn to be shocked. “Hey, I’m not the 

enemy here!” he cried out. “You have to believe me!” 

“Believe you?” 

“You have to trust me!” 

“Why? You’ve done nothing but lie since you first got 

here Mr Leighton. You broke into this place with the soul 

intent of finding this room. Now, suddenly, out of nowhere, 

there’s a breakout – the first of its kind in centuries. You 

don’t have to be an idiot to put two and two together.” 

“No but you have to be a complete retard to make the 

answer 56!” he cried. “Look, please you have to…”  



Only you can stop this, Stuart Leighton. 

Stuart sighed. This was it now: do or die. He was through 

with being secretive. The voice was right – Stuart was the 

only person on the whole ship with the power to save them but 

to do that he was going to need a free hand. 

It was time to play his trump card. 

Pulling himself as upright as he could, Stuart looked his 

captor in the eyes and told her, “The Metapath: you know what 

that is, don’t you?” 

“What?” 

“You know what this room used to be. Before it was 

excommunicated.” 

His captor said nothing but continued to stare at him 

wide-eyed. Stuart doubted he had ever seen the woman looking 

so sober before. 

In the dome beside her, Stuart saw a brief glimpse of one 

unspoken puncturing a water pipe with a crowbar as he ran 

through the corridor. The poor wretch obviously misjudged his 

target for he was suddenly engulfed in a jet of high-pressure 

steam that brought him crashing to the ground along with half 

a dozen others around him. The others nearby tried to avoid 

him but that tide of bodies slowed for no man. It pushed on 

relentlessly, trampling that man down, riding on over him in 

an endless sea of crushing feet. Most never even noticed what 

had happened. 

For a moment, Stuart almost wished he were in that man’s 

position. 



 “The Metapath,” Stuart told the woman. “It’s awake. 

Well, not awake exactly. Let’s not pretend it’s alive or 

anything. It’s active though. Operational.” 

I am 62.7% operational, the voice informed him helpfully. 

“That is why I am here.” 

From suspicion to rage to shock to disbelief: there was 

quite the dance of emotions playing across his captor’s face 

in that moment. Suddenly she was the one backing away from, an 

empty bottle of finebrew brandished before her like some sort 

of rudimentary shield. She looked almost on the verge of a 

nervous collapse. 

“That’s impossible…” was all she could say but it was 

obvious she believed him. “Impossible…” 

“It’s true. I can save us!” Stuart insisted. “The 

Metapath can save us.” 

“No,” she said. 

“If you just give me back the tool belt I had on me when 

I arrived here I can try to do something about this mess! If 

you let me fix this room us I can boost the signal! I can save 

the ship!” 

Only you can save the ship, Stuart Leighton. 

“No!” the woman cried. 

She was frantic; beyond reason. Stuart tried to make a 

move towards her and she darted away from him as though from 

some wild beast. She was hysterical, terrified.  

She swung at him with her empty bottle. 

“Stay away from me!” she screamed.  



Kill her! the voice shouted in his head but there was 

little Stuart could do from the floor. He had barely managed 

to grab his cane and pull himself upright before she was 

already turning away from him, running over to the door in 

three quick and locking it shut behind her. 

“Just stay there until the authorities get here!” she 

cried. 

“You have to listen to me!” Stuart shouted through the 

door after her. “I can save us!” 

“Liar!” 

“We’ll die if I don’t do anything!” Blood trickled down 

his chin from where the woman had caught him with her bottle. 

His limbs were weak with exhaustion. His head throbbed. 

“Please!” 

She never even bothered to reply. 

Stuart sighed and ran his hands through his hair. “Fuck!” 

he cried. 

You should have just killed her, the voice told him and 

for once there was nothing Stuart could say to argue against 

it. 

He looked up at the dome, his only window now to a world 

which was rapidly falling apart. Some apotheosis, he thought 

with a wry laugh. He wondered what his old philosophy lecturer 

would have said about a God who was all-knowing and yet had no 

power to do anything. Perhaps that was why the universe was so 

messed up in the first place, he mused. If God existed, He too 

must have had only one leg. 



You realise of course that you are not trapped in here, 

the voice informed him. Maybe it was Stuart’s imagination but 

it almost sounded as though it were trying to cheer him up. I 

can open the door at any time. 

“What’s the point? She’ll be waiting for me out there. 

There’s no reasoning with her.” 

What a mess. At least the Captain was safe. Stuart stared 

down through the dome at the rooms below and tried to reassure 

himself that that was somehow a good thing. After all, he 

mused, if they somehow found a way to ride out this storm and 

keep the ship from being destroyed, perhaps it wouldn’t be so 

bad.  

The most intelligent and trained people on the entire 

ship were right here in the Captain’s quarters safe and sound. 

They knew this ship better than anyone and with enough 

motivation could get it fixed up and working again. Maybe 

there was hope after all… 

As Stuart watched, Nathan Hathaway ushered the Captain 

and his newly betrothed into the Captain’s sunken room and 

locked the door behind them using the Captain’s ident card 

(apparently the Commander was having some trouble finding his 

own). 

The Captain looked little more than a frightened boy. The 

unspoken girl was in floods of tears. Only Commander Hathaway 

was calm as he sat the Captain down at the table and poured a 

drink for him and his fiancée. 



He was calm as he turned to the wireless and listened to 

one final report before cutting off the channel. 

He was calm as he posted two guards at the door with 

instructions only to bother him in an absolute emergency and 

then sealed the room shut behind him. 

He was calm right up until the moment when he was turning 

round to face the Captain and there was a knife suddenly naked 

in his hands. 

 

 


